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Dramatts  ^jjagon®. 


( belonging  to  the  Eleventh 


Sergeant  Sulpizio,  <  Regiment  of  the  French  >  Mr.  H.  PHILLIPS. 

(  Army,)  ) 

Corporal  Spontine, h  h  Mr.  HORN  CASTLE. 

Corporal  Grenade,  >  (of  the  same  Regiment ,)  >  Mr.  S.  JONES. 
Corporal  Euzile,  )  )  Mr.  McMAHON. 

Tonio,  (a  young  Tyrolese  Peasant)  Mr.  D.  W.  KING. 

Ortensio,  (Intendant  to  the  Marchioness)  Mr.  ATTWOOD. 

M.  le  Notaire,  .  Mr.  SANGER. 

First  Peasant  .  Mr.  CONSTANTINE. 

Maria,  (the  adopted  Daughter  of  the  Regiment)  Miss  POOLE. 

The  Marchioness  de  Birkenfield . Mrs.  W.  DALY. 


Ladies,  Gentlemen,  Soldiers  of  the  11th  Regiment, 
Peasants,  Servants,  &c.,  &c. 

The  Action  is  in  the  Tyrol,  during  the  period  of  its  invasion  by 

the  French. 

The  Scenery  by  Mr.  Jones  and  Assistants. 

The  Opera  produced  under  the  direction  of  Mr.  G,  Ellis. 


SCENE  I. — A  Mountainous  View  in  the  Tyrol. 


Ai  the  rising  of  the  curtain  a  number  of  Swiss  Peasants  are 
arranged  on  the  side  of  a  mountain,  looking  over  into  the 
valley.  Cottage  Id.  The  Marchioness  seated  on  a  bank , 
supported  by  Ortensio,  l fc.  fye. 


o 


*t. 


l.udy. 


CHORUS  OF  PEASANTS. 


Keep  silent,  keep  silent !  by  caution  and  zeal, 
The  foe  soon  retreating,  our  vengeance  shall  feel! 


CHORUS  OF  LADIES. 

Merciful  Power!  Being,  all  watchful! 

Kneeling  to  thee,  our  heads  we  bend  low  ; 
In  this  dread  peril,  see  our  despair, 

Shield  us  from,  danger!  drive  hence  the  foe. 


Pray,  dear  lady,  be  of  good  courage, 

You’re  in  safety,  come,  takeheait. 

No,  I  tremble;  destruction  assailing! 

With  home,  life,  honour  ;  with  all  I  must  part. 


TUTTI. 

Merciful  Power,  &c. 

Enter  First  Peasant,  l. 

Friends,  from  the  mountains  the  foe  is  fast  retreating; 
Take  courage  honest  neighbours,  all  are  safe  now. 


CHORUS. 

Exulting  in  gladness 
Your  thankful  voices  raise  ; 

Away  with  all  sadness, 

Each  heart  swell  with  praise. 

Redeem’d  is  our  country, 

The  foe  retreating  see! 

All  danger  is  ended, 

Our  hills  once  more  are  free. 

Tra,  ra,  la,  la,  &c. 

[  The  Peasants  disperse  to  their  homes  joyfully,  fyc, 

'  .  fy. 
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Mar.  I  shall  fall  to  the  earth  with  terror.  I,  the  Mar-' 
’  chioness  of  Birkenfield,  seated  on  a  damp  rock,  instead  of  a 
damask  sofa  ;  dreading,  every  moment  the  arrival  of  the 
barbarous  invaders,  the  horrible  French  soldiers.  What  is  a 
poor  defenceless  woman  to  do : 

Ort.  If  there  were  but  a  tunnel  under  ground— -that  is,  for 
you,  my  lady. 

Mar.  My  heart  sinks  within  me. 

Ott.  ( trembling )  Courage,  my  Lady  Marchioness,  imitate 
me,  your  faithful  intendant.  [Struttiug .)  See  what  nerves  I 
have. Drum.)  I’m  a  dead  man  !  It’s  all  over  with  us! 

Mar.  No — no — thank  heaven  that  drum  sounds  a  retreat. 

Ort.  A  retreat !  Does  it  ?  The  cowardly  hounds  !  {Looking 
out.)  I  thought  they’d  soon  sneak  off.  Let  me  see — I  had 
a  musket  which  I  hid  away  on  purpose  to  defend  your  lady¬ 
ship  with  :  ah  !  here  it  is  ! 

Mar.  Hid  it  away  ! 

Ort.  Yes,  my  lady,  I  was  afraid  it  might  go  off  and  frighten 
you.  But,  now,  if  a  hundred  men  were  to  advance,  I’d  pre¬ 
sent — and—  [apart)  it  isn’t  charged. 

Mar.  Oh,  for  Heaven’s  sake,  if  you  wouldn’t  kill  me, 
don’t  pull  the  trigger. 

Ort.  {apart)  That’s  fortunate,  considering  it  wouldn’t  go 
off.  As  for  the  rascally  Frenchmen,  my  lady,  they’ll  be  on 
the  high  march  home,  no  doubt,  soon  ;  then,  you  know,  my 
lady,  you  can  pop  into  your  carriage  and  I,  who  would  perish, 
rather  than  desert  you,  especially  in  the  moment  of  danger, 
wall  stick  to  your  side  and  will  run  away  as  fast  as  four  horitss 
can  gallop  over  the  mountains. 

Mar.  Nay,  should  the  enemy  abandon  the  Tyrol  I  have 
no  wish  to  leave  my  chateau ;  my  only  anxiety  was  to  escape 
the  horrors  of  war — to  me  doubly  horrible — {sighing)  for, 
alas  !  it  was  on  a  field  of  battle  that  I  had  the  dreadful  mis¬ 
fortune  to  lose  my  only  brother  and  his  infant  daughter. 

Ort.  Infant  daughter !  What  a  remarkable,  odd  recruit ! 
Well,  my  lady,  as  you  please,  but,  if  I  might  advise,  you’d 
take  your  departure  and  seek  some  place  of  security  as  soon 
as  possible  :  ladies  are  so  apt  to  get  frightened  you  know,  and 
ML  — f  Drum) — Ugh ! 

r  Mar.  So  are  men.  What  can  that  mean  ?  Look  down  the 
mountain. 

Ort  { reluctantly )  Ye — ye — yes,  my  lady.  I — {looking — 
*Oh,  dear !  a  troop  of  French  soldiers — I—  don’t — eh  !  (Roll 
MjL°f  drum.) 

//  x  Mar.  { rising )  Horror  and  consternation  !  I  know  too  well 
what  the  roll  of  that  fatal  drum  portends  !  Massacre — car¬ 
nage — which  way  to  escape? 
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Ort.  If  I  were  but  a  crow  to  fly  over  the  mountains  — 
(looking) — Ah  !  I  see  the  enemy  ! 

Mar .  How  many  ?  One  thousand  ? 

Ort.  No  !  one  man !  with  a  cocked — 

Mar.  Pistol ! 

Ort.  No  !  a  cocked  hat. 


Mar.  Ah,  the  barbarian  !  We  are  all  ruined  and  undone. 
[Marchioness  hurries  into  cottage.  Ortensio  seemsto  have  lost 
the  faculty  of  following,  as 

Sulpizio  enters  hastily,  up  rocks. 

Sul.  Stand  at  ease  !  Halt ! 

Ort.  Halt!  Yes,  cer — tain — ly  !  Co- 


SCENE  AND  DUO. 
Recitative. 

S’  death  how  these  fellows  run  away  ; 


y  lady. 
o  cottage. 

(0 


The  best  news  wer’t  now  to  hear  they  would  not  stay  ; 

Far  wide  through  ev’ry  canton  loudly  pardon  has  been  proclaimed, 
Yes,  yes,  a  general  pardon. 

Each  one  submitting  unto  the  Emperor’s  mandate, 

The  past  forgetting,  and  swearing  to  Bavaria 
To  be  trusty  and  faithful. 

Let  this  decree  obey’d  be:  good  night  to  warfare. 

But  where  loiters  my  darling  little  comrade. 

( listens ) — Ah  !  that  footstep  ! 

’Tis  Maria!  the  Regiment’s  daughter  ; 

The  ornament,  the  glory 

Of  the  envied,  and  brave,  and  proud  Eleventh. 

Ah !  yes,  ’tis  she  ;  and,  zounds,  even  more  charming! 
(with  transport) Oh  how  happy  our  regiment  is  in  possessing 
Such  a  beautiful  daughter.  ( She  enters.) 


Enter  Maria  from  the  hack. 

Maria.  Of  this,  my  dear  own  regiment, 

1  am  proud  !  Regiment  glorious 
In  war:  yes,  ’tis  the  bravest — 

And  ever  victorious ! 

My  lov’d  paternal  regiment. 

Sul.  Truly  says’t  thou! 

Maria.  It  hath  nobly  prov’d  to  me 

Home,  kindred,  father,  brother, 

I’ve  no  other. 

Sul.  No,  none  other  ! 


Soldiers  enter. 


Maria.  And,  really,  without  conceit  too, 

Methinks  I  do  you  honor  ! 

Sul.  Charming  creature  !  with  love  my  breast  overfloweth, 
Maria.  W  ithin  this  bosom  what  martial  zeal  ever  gloweth. 
Maria.  A  camp  my  first  dwelling ! 

My  birthplace,  my  home! 

My  infancy  thrilling, 

The  voice  of  the  drum. 

The  sound  ’tis  of  honor, 

It  echoes  on  high, 

Victoria !  Victoria 
Is  glory’s  proud  cry. 

Rataplan,  See. 
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Sul. 


Sul, 

Maria 

Sul. 

Maria. 

Sul. 

Maria. 

Sul. 

Maria. 

Sul. 

Maria. 


Sul. 

Maria. 

Sul. 


Mai  ia. 

Sul. 

Maria. 


Sul. 

Maria. 


Sul. 


Soldiers  enter. 

And  well  ’tis  known  too,  how  I  didrear  thee, 
And  educated  those  matchless  charms ; 

No  Queen  or  Duchess  can  e’er  come  near  thee 
In  noble  bearing,  or  feats  of  arms. 

Duetto. 

A  camp  my  first,  &c. 

A  camp,  her,  & c. 

Ah,  what  an  hour  was  that  when  fortune 
Plac’d  you  before  me  an  infant  forlorn  ; 

Your  young  cries  breaking  the  deadly  stillness 
Our  troop  o’erclouding  that  fearful  morn. 

Like  tender  fathers,  each  on  his  shoulder, 

In  kind  succession,  the  infant  bore, 

And  love  they  all  will  the  Regiment’s  Daughter 
’Till  life,  they  rescued,  be  no  more. 

To  thee  what  sound,  so  pleasant  can  come, 

As  of  thy  childhood,  the  voice  of  the  drum  ?  ( 

To  me  what  sound  more  dear  can  become  ?  ( 

Than  of  my  childhood,  the  voice  of  the  drum. 
And  tho’  I  eighteen  years  have  numbered, 

By  all  I’m  treated  with  kind  respect. 

Because  thy  kindness,  by  all  remembered, 

Each  one  would  die  thee  to  protect: 

With  you,  my  father,  I  gladly  share, 

Each  joy  and  sorrow  of  our  brave  band. 

And  while  the  wounded  tending  with  care, 

You  to  the  vanquish’d  extend  your  hand. 

Who  fills  your  bumpers:  wrhen  cups  are  ringing’ 
And  cheers  your  spirits,  by  gaily  singing  ? 

Who  makes  me  happy  ?  who  makes  me  bold  ? 
Why  you,  the  truth,  yes,  must  be  told. 

And  to  requite  all  my  poor  attention, 

With  voice  unanimous,  beyond  pretension, 

Our  Regiment  made  me  their  Vivandiere. 

Yes,  yes  ; 

Our  Regiment,  & c. 

Yes  Vivandi&re!  with  voice  unanimous, 

The  Regiment,  &c. 

Vivandiere  of  our  Regiment !  {calls.) 

Rataplan,  &c. 

Sergeant  of  our  Regiment!  {calls.) 

Rataplan,  &c. 

Present ! 

And  now  to  save  my  country  from  oppression, 
Firmly  this  heart  could  dare  the  field  ; 

Till  death  alone  compell’d  to  yield. 

You  well  can  march  !  yes,  you  can  march  weli — 
Yes,  like  my  father,  as  you  can  tell ! 

You  I  resemble 
On,  on  to  glory 
Now  let  us  march. 

Forward ! 

March ! 

Even  now  I  hear  the  word, 

Forward !  march ! 

A  camp,  & c.  Rataplan,  &c. 
Yes,  yes !  ’tis  the  word, 

Forward,  &c.  ['faeurrtSviant.t. 


Ensemble. 
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Enter  Tonio,  up  rocks. 


Ton.  At  length  I  have  climbed  the  steep,  where  I  hope 
once  again  to  meet  my  charujing  Vivandiere.  Ah,  who  was 
that  I  caught  a  glimpse  of  ?  Yes,  tis  she  ! — and  with  that 
plaguy  old  Sergeant,  too  !  They  come  this  way.  Well,  I 
must  watch  for  an  opportunity  of  conversing  with  her  alone. 

- - - - - _ 


Re-enter M ari  a  and  Sulpizio. 


Sul.  I’m  glad  to  be  with  you  alone  for  a  few  moments, 
Maria,  I  have  something  very  particular  to  say  to  you. 

Maria.  Indeed  !  What  is  it  ? 

Sul.  ( confusedly )  How  remarkably  tall  you  have  grown — 
almost  a  grenadier  ! 

Maria.  Oh  !  Is  that  all  you  have  to  say  ? 

Sul.  No :  I  was  about  to  add,  that  you  were  very 
genteel  and  handsome. 

Maria,  (laughing.)  Oh,  everybody  tells  me  that.  Have 
you  nothing  else  to  say,  eh  ? 

Sul.  Yes.  Hem  !  (  Clearing  his  throat .)  I  was  thinking  it 
high  time  you  should  take  a  husband. 

Maria,  (laughing,)  Thank  you.  Everybody  tells  me  that, 
too. 

Sul.  (angrily .)  Thunder  and  trumpets !  If  I  heard 
anybody  saying  as  much,  I’d  blow  out — 

Maria,  ( turning  briskly)  Eh  ! 

Sul.  [conceitedly .)  I  only  know  of  one  suited  to  you. 

Maria.  Um!  He  must  be  handsome  ? 

Sul ■  ( drawing  himself  up)  He  is  — 

Maria.  Brave  ! 

Sul.  ( twisting  his  moustache )  A  lion  !  An  Alexander  the 
Great !  A  fine  fellow,  he  is,  too. 

Maria.  Ah!  You’ve  seen  him  then 

Sul.  I  flatter  myself  I  have. 

Maria.  Tis  pity  he’s  a  Tyrolese. 

Sul.  I  a  Tyrolese  ? 

Maria.  You  !  no,  not  you !  The  only  young  man  suited 
to  me — so  handsome,  so  brave,  such  a  lion,  such  an  Alexander, 
is  he  who  saved  my  life  when  I  was  so  very  near  falling  over 
a  precipice. 

Sul .  Gunpowder  and  cannons  !  Here’s  an  explosion  !  Maria 
capitulating  with  one  of  the  enemy.  [Checks  himself.)  But 
he  saved  your  life,  you  say  ? 

Maria.  It’s  some  time  since.  (Noise  without.) 

Maria.  Ah  !  There  he  is  ! 

Sul.  Surrender  to  a  boy  like  that!  This  comes  of  my 
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inheriting  only  the  family  bashfulness,  in  never  having  the 
courage  to  pop  the  question. 

Tonio  forced  in  by  Spontink,  Grenade,  Fuzile,  and 

Soldiers. 

All.  A  spy  !  a  spy  ! 

Sul.  ( jealously  )  A  spy  is  he  ?  He  must  be  shot  then. 

Spo.  Ah !  yes  !  the  rascal !  take  him  away  and  shoot  him. 

He  deserves  to  be  shot,  I  know  nothing  about  him. 

Ton.  Shot !  nonsense  !  release  me.  I  am  no  spy.  I  scorn 
the  appellation.  Maria!  ( Seeing  fur ) 

Maria.  A  spy !  no  !  This  is  the  very  young  man  w1  o 
saved  my  life. 

Spo.  Your  life,  Maria  ? 

Gre.  Why,  then,  we  won’t  shoot  him.  Suppose 
we  do  the  genteel  thing,  show  a  noble  clemency,  and  let  him 
off  with  five  years  in  the  black  hole  !  So  he  saved  your  life 
Maria,  eh  ? 

Maria.  Yes,  am  I  not  the  Daughter  of  the  Regiment  ? 

!fr{(^)}I°ye!SUrey0Uare! 

Maria.  ( looking  at  Sulpizio)  And  would  you  shoot  the 
man  who  preserved  your  daughter  from  being  drowned  in  the 
torrent  ? 

All.  No  !  no  !  no  !  no  !  He  shall  be  our  comrade,  our  friend. 

Spo.  Aye  !  I’ll  pipeclay  his  belts  for  nothing.  And  now  I 
look  at  him  again,  he’s  a  fine  fellow,  and  will  do  honor  to  the 
regiment,  almost  as  handsome  as  myself.  ( All  laugh.') 

Gre.  You  may  laugh  if  you  like ;  but  he  saved  Maria’s 
life,  and  I  ain’t  proud,  so  I’m  his  comrade*  {Apart.)  I 
wonder  whether  he’ll  stand  anything  to  drink.  {Offering  his 
hand.) 

Ton.  {shaliing  hands  with  Spontine)  Your  comrade! 
yes  !  That’s  exactly  what  I  wish  to  be  ;  I  came  hither  on 
purpose  to  enlist. 

Sul.  {apart)  On  purpose  to  be  near  her.  Well,  since 
it  appears  Switzerland  and  France  are  to  become  friends, 
I  don’t  see  why  a  Tyrolese  and  a  Frenchman  should  not  shake 
hands,  so  there’s  mine  also  ;  but  as  for  Maria,  she  belongs  to — 

Maria.  To  our  regiment.  Oh  !  I  have  told  him  all  about 
that,  {flatteringly)  and  what  a  fine  gallant  regiment  it  is,  too  ; 
but  this  is  not  the  way  to  display  its  hospitality  to  a  stranger, 
who  has  done  so  kind  a  service  to  your  adopted.  Join  in  the 
song  of  the  regiment,  that’s  the  only  way  now  to  give  him 
some  idea  of  our  glory  and  independence. 

All.  The  song  of  the  regiment !  Silence ! 

Gre.  That’s  the  song,  it’s  better  than  a  neat  of  nightingales. 

Spo.  Aye,  even  Swedish  Nightingales  ! 
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ARIA.— Maria. 

All,  all  confess  it !  yes,  all  must  own 
Our’s  is  the  Regiment  equalled  by  none; 

Such  handsome  fellows  where  else  can  they  final 
Who  else  so  martial  are  ?  so  brave,  so  kind  f 
On  our  bold  regiment,  or  in  camp  or  town, 

Fair  ladies  smile,  jealous  lovers  frown; 

Where  we  encamp  all  hearts  applaud  us. 

It  is  so  !  it  is  so,  all  own, 

In  the  camp,  in  the  field  alone. 

All  declare, 

None  with  us  can  compare  : 

Valour  and  glory  are  our’s  everywhere. 

Bravo,  bravo,  Eleventh, 

Where’er  we  pass  all  hearts  reward  us. 

Long  life  to  our  regiment, 

Shout  for  the  regiment ! 

Keep  order,  be  silent ! 

<  Victory  smiles  on  the  brave  and  the  bold, 

Crowning  each  brow  with  her  garland  of  gold. 

Each  manly  soldier,  nobly  approved. 

Must  die  a  general— honour’d,  belov  d. 

’Neath  colours  flying, 

Foes  all  defving, 

While  life  inspires  each  heart ; 

Our  zeal  undying, 

Courage  attends  them — 

Glory  befriends  them,  &c. 

Bravo  Eleventh,  &c. 

Chorus. 

It  is  so,  &c. 

f Drum  heat'd  without. 
Sul.  The  muster  roll!  come,  my  lads,  we  musl  not  neg¬ 
lect  the  regulations.  ,  ,T  . 

Ton.  They  are  going,  (with  satisfaction  glancing  at  Maria  ) 

Sul.  You  must  go  with  us,  since  you  are  so  eager  to  enlist. 
Maria.  He  ?  I  will  answer  for  him. 

Sul.  (to  Tonio)  No!  no!  let  him  answer  for  himself  at 

are  under  arrest,  at  least  till  you  ve 
your  motive  for  appearing  in  our 

CHORUS— Soldiers,  Spontine,  and  Corporal. 

(Accompanied  by  Maria  with  the  Drum.) 

Rataplan!  rataplan!  rataplan! 

Can  a  sound  more  sweet 
Than  the  drums  loud  beat, 

E’er  a  soldier’s  heart  inspire  ? 

It  invites  to  the  field, 

Bids  us  die  ere  we  yield  ! 

Thrills  with  martial  fire  ! 

Yes,  the  drum  bids  us  die  ere  we  yield, 

Rataplan,  &c. 


head-quarters.  You 
more  fully  explained 
ranks.  Fall  in  ! 


Sul 

Ton. 

Sul. 

Jttn 
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Glory  for  ever  lights  up  our  courage; 

Round  us  bright  wreaths  of  honor  bloom, 

Conquest  or  death,  while  each  gallant  soldier, 

Hears  on  the  battle  field  the  cheering  drum. 

Rataplan,  &c. 

[ Exeunt  Sulpizio,  'placing  Tonio  under  arrest ,  as  if  in  friendship , 
with  Soldiers. 

Maria.  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  Poor  Sulpizio,  this  manoeuvre  of 
war  wont  do  :  no,  no,  no,  I  clearly  perceive  that  this  little 
heart  of  mine  has  already  fallen  into  the  hands  of  the  enemy ; 
and — hut  if  they  should  really  mistake  him  for  a  spy— and 
order  him  to  be  shot — I  tremble — 

Re-enter  Tonio.  ' 

Tan.  Maria ! 

Maria.  ( joyfully )  Ah  !  You  returned  ? 

Ton .  Yes,  in  spite  of  that  watchful  old  Sergeant,  I  escaped. 
The  stingy - 

Maria.  ( putting  her  hand  on  his  lips )  Nay,  not  a  word 
against  my  father,  if  you  hope  to  please  me. 

Ton.  Sergeant  Sulpizio  your  father !  But  the  Corporal — 
what  s  his  name? — he  seem’d —  . 

Maria.  ( archly )  The  Corporal  is  my  father,  also. 

Ton.  The  deuce  !  Have  you  two  fathers  then  ? 

Maria.  ( laughing )  Yes,  five  hundred  ! 

Ton.  ( staring )  Eh  ! 

Maria.  The  brave  Eleventh  !  I  know  no  other  parents ; 
they  found  me,  an  infant,  on  the  field  after  the  battle  of 
Marengo  ;  the  hardy  old  Sulpizio  was  my  nurse,  and  the 
martial  drum  supplied  the  music  which  lulled  me  to  rest.  I 
received  my  education  amongst  them,  and  became  what  you 
now  see  me. 

Ton.  An  angel ! — 

Maria.  ( laughing )  Under  the  form  of  aVivandiere.  But 
why  do  you  still  persist  in  following  me  ? 

Ton.  I  canuot  live  without  you.  Since  the  first  moment 
we  met,  in  the  mountains,  my  heart  has  been  wholly  yours. 

1  follow,  wherever  you  go,  though  it  be  to  death. 


DUETTO.— Maria  and  Tonio. 


Maria. 

Ah,  then  you  love  me  ? 

Ton. 

Say,  can  you  doubt  it  ? 

Maria,  I  love  thee — 

I  die  without  thee! 

Maria. 

Well,  well,  proceed. 

Like  a  judge  I’ll  gravely  hee<L 
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Ton 

Yes  ;  from  that  instant, 

Oh,  thought  appalling, 

When  in  the  torrent 

I  sav’d  thy  falling, 

That  form  enchain’d  me — 

Sweet  love  constrained  me — 

And  tho’  I  sav’d  thee 

This  heart  was  gone  ! 

Maria. 

Ah!  I  fear  this  is  but  memory’s  dies  m : 

Which  within  thee  lights  its  transient  beam. 

Ton. 

No,  no,  no  ;  oh,  believe  me,  this  is  no  dream, 

But  here  fiercely  glows  love’s  beam. 

Maria • 

Well,  well,  proceed, 

Like  a  judge,  you  see,  I  heed. 

Ton 

My  boyhood’s  dwelling, 

Where  life  first  bless’d  me, 

My  friends  of  springtime, 

Whose  hearts  caress’d  me, 

For  thee,  Maria, 

All,  all  forsaken, 

By  love  o’ertaken, 

Behold  your  slave  ! 

Maria. 

Such  affection  !  Such  devotion  !  Devotion  ! 

With  a  heart  so  true  and  bravo  ,• 

Ah!  what  transport  to  enslave  I 

Ton. 

For,  far  from  thee,  life  I’d  not  cherish ; 

No  more,  alas,  those  dear  eyes  to  greet ; 

Or,  on  the  field  gladly  would  I  perish, 

If  so,  to  perish  at  thy  feet ! 

Marta. 

Yes,  he  loves  me,  [  with  jo  a. 

He  adores  me!  How  fondly  ! 

{to  Ton  jo)  The  youth  that  maiden  loves, 

Whate’er  o’ertake, 

Each  hour  of  life  improves 
For  her  dear  sake,  &c.  &c. 

His  ardent,  fond  confession, 

With  love  my  bosom  thrills: 

While  joy,  beyond  expression, 

This  heart,  enchanting,  fills. 

Me  he  loves  1 

My  soul’s  devout  confession 
With  love  her  bosom  thrills ; 

Those  tell-tale  eyes  expression 
With  bliss  my  fond  heart  fills. 

Me  she  loves ! 

Yes,  thou  believest,  believest  I  love  thee, 

And  only  thee. 

Yes,  I  acknowledge — 

Well,  well,  proceed, 

Like  a  judge  I’ll  gravely  heed. 

it  dreams  of  childhood  !  the  bright  to-morrow, 
hy  hath  your  gay  spell  my  young  life  fled  ? 
t  means  this  troubled,  tho’  pleasing  sorrow, 
hich  in  my  bosom  now  reigns  instead. 

’Tis  love  1 

o  in  battle,  such  scorn  did  know, 

I  surrender  unto  a  foe? 

Surrender ! 


Maria. 

Ton. 


Maria. 


Ton. 
Marta , 


Swee 

W 

Wha 


W 


I  whi 
Must 


f/i 

Ion. 
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Maria  From  that  magical  hour, 

When,  moisten’d  with  thy  tears, 

Gavest  thou  me  a  flower, 

What  tumults,  and  what  fears  ; 

My  soul  stole  over, 

And,  spite  of  all  my  cares, 

Here  still  will  hover  : 

Yet,  yet  from  that  sweet  flow’r  I’ll  never  part! 

But  wear  it  fondly  ever 

Here,  next  my  throbbing  heart, 

Ah !  [sighing. 

His  ardent,  fond  confession 
With  love  my  bosom  thrills: 

While  joy,  beyond  expression, 

This  heart,  enchanting,  fills 
Me  he  loves! 

Ton.  My  soul’s  devout  confession, 

With  love  her  bosom  thrills  ; 

Those  tell-tale  eyes  expression, 

With  bliss  my  fond  heart  fills. 

Me  she  loves! 

Both.  Oh,  rapture !  oh,  transport ! 

All  extasy  above ! 

Than  life  itself  how  dearer 
Are  thy  sweet  tumults,  love. 

Enter  Sulpizio.  / 

Sul.  By  the  soul  of  a  musket  he  here  again  !  Why  you 
foraging  young  scoundrel,  what  are  you  about?  (Advancing.) 
Eh  ?  Surrender  !  or — 

Ton.  I  have  surrendered  already  to  Maria. 

Sul.  Bah  !  Maria  is  already  promised  to  the  bravest  in  our 
ranks,  to  marry  one  of  the  Eleventh. 

Ton.  Well,  when  I’m  enlisted  I  shall  be  one  of  the 
Eleventh,  and  Maria  intends  to  marry  me. 

Sul.  {half  choked)  You  !  bayonets  and  explosions  !  Maria! 
Maria.  ( laughing )  Oh,  it’s  all  true  ! 

Ton.  I’ll  go  and  enlist  directly. 

Maria.  Do,  dear  Tonio,  I’ll  introduce  you  to  head-quarters 
and  fasten  the  cockade  in  your  cap. 

[  They  go  out  laughing. 
Sul.  {who  awakes  from  a  sort  of  ship  r)  Fasten  the  cockade 
in  his  cap !  The  battle  is  lost !  She’s  gone  over  to  the 
enemy  !  Maria  a  deserter  !  Drums  and  trumpets  !  ( Drawing 
his  sword.)  I’ll  follow  and  effect  a  re-capture.  I’ll  kill  some¬ 
body. 


Enter  Ortensio  from,  cottage ,  running  up  against  him , 

Ort.  Murder  !  ( Falling  on  his  knees.) 

Sul.  Who  the  devil  are  you  ? 

Ort.  ( bowing  beseechingly)  Amiable  Mr.  Captain  — 
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Sul.  {sternly  flourishing  his  sward)  Sergeant,  and  not 
amiable - 

Ort.  Sergeant,  then — not  at  all  ami — 

Sul.  Quick,  your  business — or — ( Flourishing .) 

Ort.  ( terrified )  A — a — a  lady  wishes  to  speak  with  you, 
sweet  Mister  Sergeant. 

Sul.  ( smiling )  Is  it  my  beautiful  Maria? 

Oft.  As  for  her  beauty  that’s  a  matter  of  taste,  but  here  she 
is,  and  I  promise  you  she  can  speak  for  herself. 

Enter  Marchioness  from  cottage. 

Sul.  {seeing  her)  The  deuce ! 

Ort.  No,  it’s  not  the  deuce,  it’s  only  the  Marchioness  of 
Birkenfield.  ( Rising ,  apart.)  The  big  whiskered  savage  !  — - 

Sul.  Birk — Birk — Birkenfield  ! 

Mar.  ( advancing  timidly)  Yes:  I  simply  require  safe 
conduct  to— 

Sul.  f  talcing  a  paper  from  his  pouch  and  reading)  It  is 
‘‘Birkenfield!”  This  name,  which  no  one  of  our  regiment 
could  ever  make  out.  You  knew— {reading) — Captain  Ro¬ 
bert  Ber — Bir — Birkenfield,  perhaps  ? 

Mar.  My  sister’s  husband.  A  secret  marriage — she  died 
in  giving  birth  to  an  only  chi.d,  a  daughter,  and  he,  poor 
fellow,  gallantly  fell— • 

Sul.  At  the  battle  of  Marengo. 

Mar.  Ah  !  you  know  something  of  him.  Speak ! 

Sul.  I  only  know  that  he  fell  covered  with  glory  ;  that  he 
wrote  this  just  before  the  battle.  {Gives  paper.)  The  soldier 
who  brought  it  was  killed,  and  the  child,  which  was  confided 
to  our  care — 

Mar.  Alas  !  Was  she  killed  also  ? 

Sul.  No  :  we  found  her  asleep  on  the  field ;  but,  as  the 
family  of  the  Captain  was  unknown,  and  this  scrawl  unin¬ 
telligible,  till  now  Maria  has  remained  with  us  ever  since. 

Mar.  Alive  !  Is  she  handsome  ?  Is  she  genteel  ?  Oh, 
where  is  she  ?  I  trust  she  has  been  well  brought  up  ? 

Sul.  Nobody  better  !  an  education  fit  for  a  queen.  She 
outmarches  a  grenadier,  and  beats  the  drum  like  a  divinity. 

Ort.  {apart)  There’s  a  bringing  up  for  a  young  Mar¬ 
chioness. 

Mar.  But  where,  where  is  she? 

Sul.  There  she  is !  Isn’t  she  an  honor  to  the  regiment  ? 

Marta  enters  running  in.  uutr. 

Mar.  The  very  look  of  her  dear  father,  how  my  heart 
palpitates. 
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Maria.  Ha!  lia  !  ha!  (to  Sulpizio)  He’s  enlisted,  (seeing 
M  arch  ion  ess)  Parbleu  !  what  a  fine  lady.  So,  old  Sulpizio, 
('pulling  his  whiskers  playfully)  have  you  left  off  grumbling  ? 

Mar.  What  is  she  doing  ?  absolutely  pulling  the  soldier’s 
whiskers.  I’m  horrified  !  absolutely  horrified  !  here’s  educa¬ 
tion, — oh,  my  nerves  ! 

Sul.  As  for  me,  Maria,  I  am  no  longer  your  commanding 
officer. 

Maria.  Eh  ! 

Sul.  This  great  lady  turns  out  to  be  your — 

Mar.  Aunt,  that’s  all. 

Sul.  The  Marchioness  of — of— 

Mar.  Birken field.  Come  to  these  arms  dear  niece. 

Maria.  ( with  pleased  surprise)  Niece  ?  I  the  neice  of  a 
great  Marchioness  ?  Ha  !  ha !  ha  !  oh,  dear  !  (runs  into  her 
arms)  and  shall  I  dress  like  a  fine  lady,  live  in  a  fine  house, 

Sul.  (checking  a  tear  and  choked)  You  will !  you  will ! 

/ if  t i  7  -to. .  J&cv d  ride  in  a  fine  carriage  ?  (  Observing  him)  But  what’s  the 

matter,  Sulpizio  ?  you  don’t  seem  pleased, — a  tear  in  your 
eye,  too  ! 

Sul.  It  is  a  tear  of  joy  at  your  good  fortune,  my  child  ; 
besides,  we  must  now  separate. 

Maria,  (taking  him  by  the  belt)  Separate  !  We  ! — no  ! 

Sul.  Read  that  paper  :  your  father’s  last  wish  is  now  per¬ 
formed  ;  you  have  found  your  home,  and  no  longer  belong  to 
the  glorious  Eleventh. 

.  Maria.  No  longer  belong  to  the  regiment  ?  I  ?  Do  you 
intend  to  break  my  heart  ?  (sobbing.) 

Sul.  No  !  no!  I’d  rather  be  broke  by  a  court-martial. 

Mar.  Come,  come,  child  !  leave  off  weeping,  you’ll  be  per¬ 
fectly  happy  with  me.  (To  Ortensio)  See  that  the  carriage 
be  in  readiness  at  the  foot  of  the  mountain.  (To  Maria) 
Come  with  me,  I  must  speak  to  you  of  my  love  and  affection- 
(Leading  her  away.) 

Maria.  Love  !  affection  !  oh,  charming  ! 

[Going,  she  encounters  the  melancholy  look  of  Sulpizio,  and  running 
to  embrace  him,  is  prevented  by  the  Marchioness,  who,  with 
a  proud  look  at  the  Serjeant,  interposes  :  he  quails,  puts  his 
hand  to  his  cap,  Maria  is  leluctantly  led  into  the  cottage. 

Sul.  I  feel  that  we  are  separated  for  ever  ;  and  all  the  old 
soldier  has  now  to  do,  is  to  give  up  the  battle  of  love,  halt  on 
his  march  of  hope,  and  the  sooner  he  is  paid  off  altogether 
the  better  ! 

~~ - —  . SONG.— SULT1Z1U. . . T 

[  The  words  oj  this  song  by  Alfred  Bunn,  Esq.) 

There ts-adeeling  which  the  soul 
In  all  its  modds  can  guide, 

Above  the  fickle,  brie?,  COnttoul 
Of  passion,  power,  or  pride  •  ... 
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A  love  beyond  the  common  sway 
Of  that  mistaken  name, 

Whose  light,  of  one  unclouded  ray, 

Lives  on,  and  dies  the  same. 

Yet  weak  are  words  or  thoughts  to  tell 
How  free  from  all  disguise, 

Within  the  bosom’s  deepest  cell 
That  chasten’d  feeling  lies  ; 

That  formed  of  ties,  from  which  through  life 
We  never  thought  to  part ; 

Which  severed,  with  a  deadly  strife 
Lay  desolate  the  heart. 


Chorus. 

The  war-drum  loudly  beating, 

Will  valour’s  glow  inspire, 

Where  hostile  hearts  are  meeting 
In  fierce  resentful  ire. 

But  in  repose,  the  soldier 
Its  merry  notes  invite, 

To  crown  with  peace  the  g<j 
And  quaff  it  with  deligl 

Enter  Tonio  Two  Soldiers. 

[Tonio  has  a  cockade  in  his  cap,  as  just  enlisted 

Tonio  My  gallant  heroes,  this  happy  morning, 

Beneath  your  standard  ydur  ranks  I  join  ; 

1  own  ’tis  love  inspires  my  ardour, 

And  bids  Fame’s /laurel  above  me  shine! 

Ah!  what  delight, 

Beneath  your  standard,  yes,  I’ll  on  ! 

Ah,  yes  ;  still  ndar  thee,  my  own  Maria, 

Thy  smile  will  cheer  me,  and  this  arm  inspire: 

To  deeds  of  glory  let  us  begone ; 

Glory  cries  forward  !  and  loves  lead  on\ 

My  gallant  comrades,  &c. 

Cor.  and  Sol  What  does  he  say  ?  \ 

The  fellow’s  raving! 

Tan.  No;  I’m  in  love,  and  quite  sincere. 

Sol.  (to  each  other,  &-c.)  Ah  !  ’tis  our  daughter,  then  j  j  loving. 

Ton.  Yes!  I  adore  her— yes. 

You  are  her  father,  consent  pray  give  : 

Yes !  for  a  father  must  be  first  approving 
Before  the  daughter’s  hand  one  can  receive 

CHORUS. 

A  foe  can  never, 

Ne’er  wed  our  daughter; 

Therefore,  for  ever, 

March  from  this  quarter. 

Home!  you  had  better 

Your  mountains  seek  there! 

While  of  our  daughter 
We  will  take  care. 

Ton .  Is  it  decided  ? 

Sol.  it  is  decided  ! 

That  she  must  choose  a  husband 
From  our  own  gallant  regiment. 
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T(jn.  (joyfully) 


Then  her  ’tis  I  can  marry ! 

Yes,  yes,  yes,  yes, 

Alone,  this  point  to  carry, 

Your  comrade  I’ve  become. 

Hence,  silly  clown ! 

Hear,  hear,  I  pray  you— 

I  her  so  love— 

And  am  beloved  too, 

Here,  on  my  faith  I  swear  it. 
No,  no,  it  can’t  be 
We  all  declare  it! 

She  loves  but  only  me! 

A  simple  peasant ! 

It  can’t  ! 

She  loves  me,  and  only  me. 
Cor.  and  Sul.  (apart  to  each  other.) 

’Twere  strangely  perplexing, 
And  devilishly  vexing, 

If  here  her  heart  fixing, 

This  clown  she  should  love. 
If  truth  you  be  telling, 

You’ll  find  us  soon  willing 
If  so  wish  Maria 
Your  suit  to  approve. 


Sol. 

Tom 


Sol. 

Ton. 

Sol. 

Ten. 


( Aloud%  to  Tom.) 


X 


_ W  ^ 

Ton.  Now,  where’s  Maria?  When  are  we  to  be  married? 
Sul.  The  fact  is,  Maria  is  no  longer  our  daughter ;  we  have 
lost  her ;  she  has  found  her  aunt,  a  rich  Marchioness,  who 
has  taken  her  away. 

All .  How  !  Maria  gone  ! 

Ton.  No,  no,  this  is  to  be  our  wedding  day»  ( Calling .) 
Maria  !  Maria!  Where  are  you  ! 


Maria  entering ,  followed  by  the  Marchioness,  from  cottage • 

Maria.  Here,  dear  Tonio  !  Alas  !  it  is  indeed  true  what 
Sulpizio  says,  I  no  longer  am  one  of  the  Eleventh  ;  my  family 
insist  on  my  quitting  the  army,  you  and  I  must  separate. 

Ton,  Separate,  Maria  ? 

CONCERTED. 

Maria.  Yes,  we  must  part, 

Companions  of  my  childhood  ; 

Yes,  we  must  part,  belov’d  ones  of  my  heart; 

O’er  hill  or  plain, 

Thro’  vallies  deep  or  wild  wood  ; 

Never  again 

Side  by  side  to  the  field  marching  forward. 

Yes,  we  must  part ! 

Yes,  we  must  part ! 

Though  it  break  my  heart 
While  that  dread  word  I  utter. 

Adieu! 

Still  we  must  part. 

Ton.  Corp.  and  Sul.  Farewell  to  glory, 

And  banner’d  story, 

All  courage  leaves  J  J  if  j  must  part. 
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Yes,  we  must  part, 

Farewell  each  defender, 

In  childhood  who  sustained  my  feet, 
I'  rom  you  I  now  must  sunder 
No  more  to  meet. 

Oh,  let  no  word  be  spoken, 

Twould  crush  this  heart  to  hear  ve 
Bid  one  areweil !  Silence  unbroken, 
Sine  we  must  part, 

Since  we  must  part, 

By  grief  sad  spell ! 

Fond  memory  shall  revere  ye, 

While  here  one  life-throb  dwell : 


ENSEMBLE. 


Forbid,  oh  Heaven,  her  words  be  true  ! 
c-  ,  Mam !  thou  canst  not  say  adieu  ! 

opon.  Lor.  and  Sul.  W  hat  mean  those  words,  can  they  be  true? 
Maria  !  thou  wilt  not  say  adieu  ! 


Ton.  Oh,  dry  these  tears,  dearest  Maria,  I  will  never  leave 
you. 

Sul.  How !  you  have  enlisted  and  must  march  with  the 
regiment. 

Maria.  And  I— must  I  remain  here,  broken-hearted,  alone, 
by  myself? 

Mai ,  You  il  have  me  to  console  you. 

Spon^  Oh  !  she  calls  herself  a  consolation!  O _ h  ! 

Marta,  {with  chagrin.)  You  near  me— yes.  But,  TWo, 
whom  I  so  love  Sulpizio,  too-my  brave  old  friends-my 

preservers  to  lose  them  all  at  once,  it  will  kill  me,  that’s 
one  comfort.  ’ 

Ton.  Dear  Maria. 


{They  embrace ,  the  Marchioness  separates  them. 

Maria.  Dear  Tonio. 

S 'uj.  (to  Spontine)  Oh  !  If  one  could  only  spring  a  little 
bit  of  a  mine  under  that  old  Marchioness. 

Spon.  Or  send  her  furbelows  sailing  through  the  air  on  a 
bombshell. 


I  IN  ALL.  Sulpizio,  Corporal,  and  Chorus. 

What  sorrow!  what  trouble! 

She  must  then  depart,— 

The  pride  of  the  regiment, 

’  1  will  break  every  heart; 

Thro’  peril,  thro’  danger, 

Like  a  spirit  of  fight. 

She  encourag’d  the  soldier, 

Maria  and  Ton.  **  ““K"  the  fiSht! 

With  grief  I’m  dying, 

Each  fond  hope  hying, 

Thus  torn  from  all  that  my  soul  holds  dear. 

A  prey  to  anguish, 

I  pine,  I  languish, 

Oh,  deep  despair !  worse  than  death  to  bear  4 
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Mar.  ( pulling  her  arm)  Come  !  come  !  away  niece  ! 

Maria.  Alas  !  my  friends,  then  good  by! 

I  now  must  sigh  ! 

Your  hand,  brave  Pietro! 

Now  your’s  Mattia! 

And  your’s  too,  faithful  Tomaso!  ( shaking  hands.) 

Mar.  Oh,  shocking  sight. 

Maria  ( talcing  their  hands)  One  one  and  all,  who  my  infancy  have  cherished. 
Mar.  Make  haste,  niece  ;  come,  come  ! 

Maria.  Embrace  me,  thou,  Sulpizio  ! 

[He  embraces  her ,  wiping  away  a  tear. 

Mar.  I  shall  faint. 

Maria.  There  is  not  one  I  will  ere  forget 

Sul  and  Cor.  We  our  daughter,  shall  e’er  regret. 

Ton.  Lov’d  Maria!  for  thee  I’ll  perish! 

Or,  prove  worthy  of  thee,  yet. 

Sul.  Cor.  Sol.  1 looking  angrily  at  Marchioness)  The  devil  confound  her, 
And  harpies  surround  her  ! 

This  Marchioness  tormenting, 

Good  Satan,  bear  her  hence. 

Mar.  No  longer  tarry  ;  on  no  pretence, 

Here,  a  lady  staying, 

Decorum  disobeying — 

Oh,  shocking,  Maria ! 

Away ! 

Now  pray : 

Maria.  Brave  companions,  farewell !  I  leave  ye  ! 

Oh,  with  anguish,  my  heart’s  bow’d  down, 

Ah  !  Tonio  !  ah  ! 

(  flies  towards  him )  Farewell,  farewell ! 

To't,  ’Tis  death,  Maria,  thus,  thus,  to  leave  thee, 

Oh,  with  anguish,  my  heart’s  bow’d  down. 

Ah,  Maria,  Ah  ! 

Farewell !  farewell  1 

[Marchioness  forces  Maria. 

Mar.  All  ready  is, 

The  cairiage  waits  you !  pray  let  us  start : 

Let  us  depart. 

Yes,  yes,  depart,  &c.  &c. 


[At  the  roll  of  drum  the  Soldiers  present  arms  to  Maria,  who  passes 
through  their  ranks,  this  they  do  by  order  of  Sulpizio,  whose 
looks  express  the  deepest  regret.  Maria,  when  she  reaches  the 
side,  turns  to  take  leave.  Drop  falls 
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ACT  II- 

SCENE  I  .—A  Grand  Saloon  in  the  Chateau  Birkenfield 

A  door  at  hack ,  opening  to  Vestibule.  Doors  r.  and  l. 

Chairs,  tables,  harpsichord ,  8(C.,  Sfc, 

The  Marchioness,  seated  at  a  table,  reading  over  a  con¬ 
tract  with  a  Notary.  Sulpizio  enters  at  back,  observing  : 

Sul.  There  they  are,  plotting  destruction  to  the  happiness 
of  my  dear  little  Maria;  she,  married  to  a  fine  duke,  a 
daughter  of  the  eleventh,  ha  !  ha !  she’d  be  happier,  wedded 
to  a  drummer.  I’d  like  to  set  a  match  to  the  infernal 
marriage  contract  yonder  ;  and,  as  for  the  proud  Marchioness, 
may  I  never  face  the  enemy  again,  if  I  wouldn’t  rather  hold 
parley  with  a  whole  legion  of  American  scalpers. 

Mar.  ( rising ,  to  Notary)  That  will  do  :  be  in  readiness  ; 
the  Duke  attends  to  day  for  the  purpose  of  signing.  (Notary 
goes  out  at  back,  she  observes  Sulpizio.)  Ah  !  is  that  you, 
Sulpizio  ? 

Sul.  ( Putting  his  hand  with  a  frightened  movement  to  his 
cap)  Yes,  my  lady  Marchioness,  you  sent  for  me— I  always 
obey  orders. 

Mar.  Yes,  to  enquire  after  your  wound. 

Sul.  Oh  !  my  lady,  it’s  quite  well ;  you  see  I  can  handle  my 
arm  like  a  musket,  and  my  voice  has  become  a  regular  can¬ 
nonade  again.  ( Aloud )  Ready!  march! 

Mar.  ( holding  her  hands  over  her  ears )  Ugh  !  that  will  do. 
I  hope  since  your  residence  in  this  chateau,  you  have  received 
every  attention. 

Sul.  Head  quarters  !  thanks  to  my  dear  little  daughter 
Maria. 

Mar.  {apart)  His  dear  little  daughter,  Maria!  fooh !  (to 
Sulpizio)  Ah!  yes!  as  the  preserver  of  her  life,  you  are,  in 
some  respects  entitled  to  make  use  of  those  vulgar—  {checking 
herself) — familiar  appellations. 

Sul.  Apple  what,  my  lady  ? 

Mar.  In  a  word,  a  great  match  is  offered  to  Maria,  a  very  great 
match,  indeed  ;  no  less  than  the  hand  of  the  Duke  de  Crack- 
in  brain  :  to  me,  she  is  somewhat  refractory,  not  to  say  obsti¬ 
nate,  for  you,  she  entertains  an  unaccountable  regard ;  I  wish 
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you,  therefore,  to  impress  upon  her  mind,  the  vast  importance 

•  °£  !er  ™ited  t0  ‘he  illustrious  and  extensive  family 

ot  the  Crackinbrains. 

.  Sul  C ‘afire)  ’Tis  a  great  family,  my  lady,  and  exten- 
Eive  too,  I  confess,  them  Crackinbrains. 

Mar.  Yes,  branches  of  it  in  every  kingdom.  But  here 
comes  Maria,  you  understand;  advise  her  for  the  best. 

,  (hand  to  cap.')  1 11  attend  to  my  duty,  my  lady  •  I’ll 
advise  her  for  the  best :  oh  !  you  may  depend  on  me. 

Mar.  I  do,  and  I  leave  you  alone.  f Exit.  A  fj  JJ 

Sul.  (as  she  retires)  Your  ladyship  cannot  leave  me  any 
thing  that  would  be  more  agreeable.  (looking  r.)  Ah ! 
tiere  s  le  is,  pretty  creature,  looking  as  melancholy  as  a  pair 
of  moustaches  in  a  pelting  shower.  They’ve  taught  her  to 
thump  the  hurdy-gurdy  there,  instead  of  the  beautiful  drum, 
and  to  smg  rollards  and  cavatinas,  like  a  pea-hen  in  coiivull 
sions,  instead  of  ( singing )  “  I  was  born  in  a  camp— Rataplan  ! 


Enter  Maria,  running  into  his  arms  and  singing  "  Rataplan.** 

Maria,  (mournfully)  Ah  !  I  forgot,  I  must  no  longer  sing 
vutar™  rCfram  °f  the  regiment‘  The  Marchioness  says  its 

Sul.  Vui — the  spiteful  old _ 

Maria.  Hush  !  ( mournfully )  I’ve  something  to  whisper, 
i  hey  are  going  to  make  me  a  duke,  (sobbing)  That  is,  marry 
a  duke  I  mean,  3 

Sul.  I  know  it — I  know  ;  its  a  great  misfortune. 

Maria,  (wiping  her  eyes)  Yes  :  but— -what  am  I  to  do 

Sul  (looking  round)  I  promised  the  Marchioness  to  advise 
you  for  the  best. 

Maria,  (sadly)  And  your  advice  is,  then,  to  — 

Sul.  Desert,  and  renew  your  commission  in  the  army. 

Maria.  Agreed  !  (Taking  his  hand.) 

Sul.  To-night  we  11  be  on  the  march, 

Maria.  Oh,  my  dear  Sulpizio,  you  restore  me  to  happiness.  „ 
-  crowing  herself  into  his  arms  as  the  Marchioness  re-enters. 
some  music  in  her  hand.) 

Ij'Jar.  Horioi  !  Embracing!  If  the  duke  saw  this!  What 
a  blot  on  the  family  escutcheon  ! 

Sul.  Hem  !  (Drawing  himself  up.) 

Maria,  (apart)  Another  lecture  ! 

Mar,  (apart  to  Sulpizio)  Well,  have  you  succeeded  ? 

Sul.  (confused)  Oh — yes— my— lady. 

ilfar.  And  Maria  consents  to  do  as  you  have  advised  ? 

Yw/.  Oh,  yes,  my  lady.  Don't  you,  Maria  ? 

Maria.  Most  willingly. 
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Mar .  (apart)  Then  I  overlook  the  embrace ;  hut  directly 
she  becomes  a  Crackinbrain,  no  more  of  these  familiarities. 
See,  Maria,  I  have  brought  this  exquisite  romanza,  which  I 
wish  you  to  try  over  with  me  before  the  Duke’s  arrival.  / 
used  to  sing  it  with  rapturous  effect.  ( Singing  ridiculously 
at  harpsichord.)  Now,  Maria! — 

Maria.  Yes,  madam,  only  I’ve  such  a  cold.  {Apart  to 
Sulpizio,)  Soon  as  ever  it’s  dark. 

Mar.  (at  harpsichord )  Cold  !  bless  me  !  you’d  no  cold  just 
now,  when  I  heard  you  singing  that  excruciating  air,  about 
Rataplan.  Ugh  !  Begin,  and  mind  be  in  time. 

Sul.  ( points  back)  Mind,  be  in  time. 

Maria,  (apart)  Oh,  never  fear. 

CONCERTED 

The  sun  above  the  forest  dawning, 

Fair  Venus  born  on  its  orient  beams, 

Stole  to  her  beautiful  grot  the  dewy  morning 
To  pass  with  Cupid  in  love’s  young  dreams. 


Sul.  and  Maria. 

Rataplan  !  Our  song  was  better  1 

Yes,  better  by  far  ! 

Mar. 

Eh  !  what  was  that  I  heard,  now ! 

Maria. 

Oh  !  pardon  !  I  was  ! — me  excuse! 

Confused!  and  mistook  the  key! 

Your  p  rdon  !  these  notes  quite  confuse  — 
Here  ’tis  now,  the  place  I  see. 


(Resuming). 

Oh,  gentle  Venus!  to  whom  did  thy  beauty 
Award  the  wreath  of  fame  and  love? 

Sul. 

Rataplan,  &c. 

Maria. 

’Twas  to  the  handsomest. 

Yes,  to  the  handsomest!  all  else  above! 
To  the  Eleventh!  to  the  Eleventh! 

Sul. 

Yes,  the  Elevenih  has  no  equal. 

Maria . 

True,  the  Eleventh  has  no  equal! 

It  is  so — it  is  so — it  is  so !  all  own  ! 

In  the  camp,  in  the  field,  we’re  alone  l 
In  the  camp,  in  the  field,  &c. 

Oh  dear,  this  music  it  moves  so  heavily, 

So  quite  unlike  the  rolling  of  the  drum; 

It  sinks  my  spirits!  so  sad  and  drearily, 

I  feel  with  melancholy  quite  overcome. 

Mar.  How  out  of  tune!  such  discord  stay  ! 

Once  more  commence  pray. 

Maria  (fretfully)  Yes,  if  you  wish!  (to  Sulpizio)  your  words  won’t  fit  here, 
I  must  obey!  (sulkily). 

[. Approaching  harpsichord,  and  resuming . 
Then  Venus  wand’ring  through  vallies  of  flowers, 

Her  sweet  companions,  the  rosy-wing’d  hours; 

And  Philomel  in  her  song  so  plaintive, 

Re-echoed  back  each  sigh  of  love’s  bowers. 

[Marchioness  sigh* 

Sul.  To  all  such  sighing,  don’t  I  prefer  now, 

The  drum  or  trumj  et !  [looking  at  Marchioness  and  laughing 

Sighs !  how  absurd. 

Mar.  (striking  the  notes)  Listen!  heighol  sigh  you  there  like  Venus? 
Maria.  Tra,  ra,  la ! 

Mar.  No,  no !  that  is  not  right 
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Mar. 

Maria  and  Sul. 


Mar.  ( rising ) 


Ah !  tra,  ra,  la ! 

Now  forte!  now  piano  there! 

How  tiring !  dear,  dear,  how  vexing. 

To  roe,  our  regiment’s  chorus 
Were  by  far  bf  tter  pleasing. 

That  hideous  Regiment 
Oh  heavens  ;  don’t  mention. 

Forward  on  !  boldly  on  ! 

’Tis  the  sound  the  brave  obey  ! 

Forward  on  !  forward  on  !  on  !  on  ! 

Rataplan  ! 

Forward  on !  Soldiers  on !  on  !  on  ! 

Gallant  Regiment  march  away. 

Oh,  horrid  sound!  I’m  all  dismay! 

Quickly  silence  such  tumult  pray,  [holding  her  ears. 
Oh,  mv  ears  !  Fm  half  distracted. 

You  quite  frighten  me  away. 

[Marchioness  hurries  out,  Maria  hurries  into  her  apartment 
making  signs,  'preparing  to  march  to  Sulpizio. 

Enter  Ortensio  at  back. 

Ort.  Grenadier  !  grenadier  ! 

Sul.  ( sharply )  Well!  what  do  you  want? 

T\/r  ° o'  ^ eseechtn9ly )  I  don’t  want  anything,  worthy  and  mild 
Mr.  Serjeant,  only  there’s  somebody  very  mysterious,  desires  a 
word  with  you,  below,  {apart) 

Sul.  Somebody  waiting  for  me  below  ? 

Ort.  Yes !  {apart)  And  I  hope  he  means  to  take  you  where 
he  comes  from.  J 

Sul.  Well !  what’s  his  name  ? 

Ort.  I  was  diffident  about  asking. 

Sul.  And  his  dress  ? 

abo^UheEkventh*’  th°"gh  ^  ^ ’  He  Sai<1  SOmetl™S 

of/  wend,ell  !t>then  r“,  H!S  tExit  Sulpiz.o. 

/.Well,  that  s  a  cool  way  of  answering  such  a  dis¬ 
agreeable  summons,  I  wonder  how  he’ll  whisk  him  off?  whe 
ther  it  will  be  m  a  blue  flame  or  a  flash  of  lightning. 

n  nr  \_Exit  back, 

he-cnter  Maria,  hastily. 

ia'  ,S“'pizi01!  F11  escal,e  trough  that  window,  exactly 
when  the  cl, ateau  clock  strikes,  (looking  about)  Eh!  gone? 

Sulpi  zio  should  not  keep  his  word,  if  we  should  be  too  nar¬ 
rowly  watched  to  leave  this  fine  place  unobserved,  what  would 
)ecome  of  me  married  to  a  great  man,  shut  up  in  splendour* 
never  to  hear  the  roll  of  a  drum,  nor  the  discharge  of  a  mus¬ 
ket.  What  a  misfortune-heigho  !  US- 

SCENA,  &c. — Maria. 

Recitative. 

Mj|fate  is  alter’d  !  ji'y  for  ever  faded! 

Eite  s  young  morn  dfershaded  ! 

Anclev’ry  hope,  will  mis’-:—  ’  ’ 
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Cantabile. 

Still  the  watch-fire’s  light  beams  around 
When  deep  slumber  repictures  the  past: 

And  the  friends  who  in  infancy  found  me, 

Smile  a  welcome  too  happy  to  last : 

But,  such  visions  of  rapture  scarce  crown  me. 

Ere  woe’s  waking  cloud  all  hath  o’ercast. 

valiant  comrades,  from  whom  they  withhold  rn* 
idly,  splendour,  rank,  wealth  I’d  forego, 
Marching  but  forward,  once  to  behold  ye, 

Of  blis^it  were  too  much  to  know  : 

Your  VivarShere’d  no  more  constrain’d  1’jTbe, 

But  proudl^SQn  to  field,  or  foe  ! 


ECITATIVE. 


Yon  contract  how  I  draid 
Which  unto  others  seernet 
Jt  waketh  in  this  heart  bi 

cement  wHhout.  Maria  runs  to  window 


it  to  give  pleasure ; 
tror  and  distraction. 


[. Military 

Ah  !  what  sweet  s^tind  delights  me% 

That  martiaLrfote  ! 

That  marchy^nce  more  invites  me  1 
Am  I  (beaming  ?  romancing  1 
No,  they're  advancing!  (making  signs  at  tvtudom.) 

1,  of  transport 
What  golden  showers ; 

Lo !  the  brave  friends  of  my  heart 
Faithful  friends, 

From  childhood’s  hours. 

Haste  !  make  haste  !  ( making  signs.) 

N  ever  more  we’ll  part. 

Enter  at  back  Spontino  and  Chorus  of  Soldiek  j. 


Maria.  Oh,  welcome  !  oh,  welcome, 

Ye  brave  sons  of  valour ; 

Of  glory;  of  honour; 

Oh,  welcome  once  more! 

The  bold  and  true  hearted, 

Oh,  welcome  once  more! 

No  more  we’ll  be  parted, 

Till  life  shall  be  o’er. 

CHORUS.— Spontino  and  Chorus. 

Tisshe!  yes,  ’tis  our  daughter  I 
What  joy,  thus  to  meet, 

The  regiment,  Maria ! 

Come  you  lo  greet. 

Maria.  All  welcome, 


Enter  Sulpizio  and  Tonio,  dressed  as  an  officer. 

Ton .  Marfa ! 

Maria .  ( running  to  him)  All !  dear  Tonio !  retuned  in 
safety  ?  Promoted,  too  !  Alas  !  but  not  returned  in  safety  ; 
no,  you’ve  been  wounded. 
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Ton.  It’s  nothing.  Tne  sight  of  you,  Maria,  pays  for 
every  suffering,  and  the  distinction  that  I  have  acquired  is  all 
owing  to  my  love  of  you. 

Sul.  Brave  fellow  !  Now  all’s  as  it  should  be,  except,  that 
•we  want  something  to  drink  to  the  health  of  Tonio  and  Maria: 
and  here’s  the  very  man  to  furnish  us  with  supplies.  ( Seizing 
Ortensio,  who  enters  abruptly .) 

Ort .  Mercy  on  us  !  Soldiers  in  the  chateau  ! 

Sul.  Yes,  and  devilish  thirsty  one’s  too.  Let  every  one  of 
them  have  a  bottle  of  the  very  best  wine  instantly. 

Fuz.  We  are  the  fellows  to  swallow  your  grape  shot. 

Ort.  Do  you  want  to  swallow  the  contents  of  the  cellar? 

Sul ,  Do  you  want  to  swallow  my  sabre  ? 

Gre.  Or  my  cocked  hat  ? 

Ort.  ( terrified )  You  shall  have  every  drop ;  and  swallow 
the  barrels  after,  if  you  like. 

Maria.  If  my  aunt  should  return  ? 

Ort.  Ah  !  if  the  Marchio — 

Sul.  Fear  nothing  ;  they  shall  bivouac  in  the  cellar  itself. 

Gre.  Don’t  desire  better  quarters. 

Ort.  (despondingly .)  Worse  and  worse. 

Sul.  Lead  the  way  !  Quick,  march  ! 

Spon.  Eyes  right,  old  muffin  chops  !  keep  your  body  up, 
and  we’ll  support  you.  Come,  broach  a  barrel.  ( Dragging 
him ,  l.) 

Ort.  I  wish  you  were  barrelled  with  all  my  soul.  (  They 
force  Ortensio  out.)  Soldiers.  Hurrah  ! 

Tonio,  Maria,  and  Sulpizio. 

Once  more  met, 

Yes,  all  three ; 

Hence  with  each  former  regret, 

Happy  ever,  henceforward  to  be; 

So  much  rapture  and  joy, 

Nothing,  now,  can  destroy, 

Oh,  such  pleasure  we  ne’er  knew  before  ; 

Rapture’s  cup  Hows  quite  o’er, 


Sul. 

Oh,  what  joy ! 

Oh,  bright  remembrance! 

Ton. 

Oh,  bliss,  Maria ! 

Maria. 

We  meet  again ! 

Sul. 

I’m  so  delighted, 

Ton. 

At  my  return  ? 

Sul. 

I’m  half  distracted ! 

Ton. 

At  my  return  ? 

Maria. 

Bright  dreams  of  childhood  recur  to  me. 

1  on.  {to  Sulpizio.) 

When  near  to  him  :  when  near  to  thee. 

Ensemble. 

Once  more  met,  &c. 

Now,  you  must  speak  for  me  : 

Maria. 

Yes:  and  for  me— to  the  Marchioness! 
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r<m. 

Maria . 

Sul, 

Ton.  ( pushing  him) 
Sui.  ( reluctantly  to 
Maria . 

Ton. 

Maria. 

[pushing  him) 

Ton. 

Maria. 

Sul. 

Ton.  (to  Maria.) 
Maria,  (apart) 

Ton.  and  Maria. 

Sul.  ( irresolutely ) 


Say  wed  we  wish  to  be. 

And  use  your  best  address. 

Well,  well!  what  must  I  say,  now  2 
Ask  her  consent !  away,  now. 

Maria)  I’m  half  afraid  to  try. 

You’ll  say  he  loves  me  fervently. 

Say  her  ’tis  I  adore. 

Her  blessing,  go  implore, 

Now,  now,  make  haste,  I  pray. 

Go  !  wherefore  do  you  stay  ? 

Go!  you  must  not  delay! 

Yes;  I  obey  1  ( Reluctantly .) 

But  stil  he  does  not  go. 

No!  ’tis  no  pleasant  task  I  know . 

We  claim  your  promise 
To  face  the  foe. 

Yes— no — yes — no  ! 

Tne  devil  himself  wouldn’t  like  to  go  i 


Ensemble. 
Once  more  met,  &c. 


Enter  Marchioness  abruptly, 

Mar.  Maria  conversing  with  an  officer. 

Sul.  (troubled)  Hem  !  surprised  by  the  enemy. 

Maria.  This  is  the  young  man,  dear  aunt,  who  you  have 
heard  me  so  often  say  saved  my  life — ( timidly )  Tonio,  that 
I  love. 

Mar.  Hush  !  the  future  bride  of  the  head  of  the  aristocratic 
Crackinbrains,  must  never  acknowledge  her  love  for  a  plebian  ; 
it  would  bring  ruin  and  disgrace  on  our  noble  family.  ( Pom¬ 
pously ) 

Maria.  I’m  sure  I  don’t  aspire  to  such  high  pretensions,  and 
now  Tonio  is  a  captain — - 

Mar.  I  tell  you  the  alliance  would  degrade  our  pedigree. 
Young  man,  I  command  you  instantly  to  quit  this  chateau. 

Ton.  Well,  madam,  as  you  are  mistress  here,  of  course  I 
must  sound  a  retreat  (whispering)  ;  but,  dearest  Maria,  be 
assured  to-morrow,  you  shall  become  Tonio’s  bride.  (He  em¬ 
braces  her  and  retires.) 

Mar.  Another  embrace  !  insolent !  and  you,  Maria,  tears 
are  vain ;  go  instantly  to  your  chamber. 

[Maria,  at  a  sign  from  Sulpizio  retires, 
(to  Sul.)  Shut  the  door !  come  near  me  !  [lie  shuts  the  door. 

Sul.  Eh!  (half  afraid.) 

Mar.  I  overheard,  you  advised  Maria  to  fly  the  chateau. 

Sul.  Well !  I  confess  it.  Sooner  than  her  inclinations  shall 
be  forced,  I’ll  desert  with  her  to  the  end  of  the  world.  The 
regiment  will  protect  its  daughter :  storm  the  chateau,  carry 
her  off :  she  shall  be  married  to  the  man  of  hvr  choice ;  you 
shall  never  e  her  more. 
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or* 
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Mar.  ( with  deep  emotion )  Never  see  her  more  !  my  child  ! 

Sul .  Eh  !  what  have  you  said?  your  child  ? 

Mar.  Yes.  with  shame  and  confusion,  even  to  you  I  confess 
it.  A  thoughtless  girl,  I  defied  the  pride  of  my  family,  and 
married  a  young  officer,  who  had  risen  from  the  ranks. 

Sul.  You  did  exactly  what  a  generous-hearted  young  girl 
ought. 

Mar.  On  the  contrary — and  I  was  punished  for  my  dis¬ 
obedience.  In  the  battle*  lost  to  reason,  I  was  parted  from 
my  husband  and  my  child  : — my  husband  I  never  saw  again, 
( shedding  tears.)  My  daughter  you  restored  to  me. 

Sul.  What  can  I  do  more  ? 

Mar.  Persuade  her  to  blot  out  the  stain  of  her  mother’s 
indiscreet  marriage,  by  giving  her  hand  to  a  duke.  (Music.) 
Ah  !  the  duke  is  then  in  the  neighbourhood.  Go  f^make 
haste  !  tell  her  all — Maria  will  not  dare  to  disobey  her  mo¬ 
ther.  [ Exit  Sulpizio. 

f The  Notary  enters  with  ladies  and  gentlemen,  announcing  the 
near  approach  of  the  Dake,  they  pay  respects ,  §c.,  seat  them¬ 
selves  pompously ,  then 

Enter  Maria  and  Sulpizio. 

[Notary  prepares  contract  on  table,  L» 

Maria.  My  dear  mother  !  (Kneeling .) 

Mar.  (terrified)  For  Heaven’s  sake  be  silent,  at  least,  till 
this  contract  is  signed. 

Maria.  Must  I  sign  ?  (Imploringly .) 

Mar.  It  is  your  mother  who  commands.  [Softening.)  Who 
supplicates  ? 

Maria.  Break  !  break  my  heart ! 


ARIA. — Maria  to  Marchioness. 

When  fate  bereft  me, 

In  infancy,  of  kindred, 

And  sternly  left  me 

Upon  the  field  of  strife — 

These  gallant  soldiers, 

Subdued  by  manly  pity — 

The  heart’s  first  best  entreaty  - 
Preserv’d  my  life ! 

Can  I  forget,  while  mem’ry’s  tide  shall  flow, 
To  them,  the  deep — deep  gratitude  I  owe  ! 


Tho’  rank  of  splendour, 

In  golden  pomp  surround  me, 
Beyond  all  grandeur, 

lily  childhood’s  friends  I’ll  prize. 
Yes,  gallant  soldiers  ! — 

And  here,  alone,  to-morrow, 

Oh,  think  what  tears  of  sorrow 
Will  dim  these  eyes! 

Can  1  fosget,  while  mem’ry  pulsate — no! — 

%  you  --home — all — life’s  gratitude  I  owe ! 


{She  takes  the  pen,  and  is  about  to  sign,  but  falls  senseless  with  hey 
face  upon  the  parchment.  A  great  noise  is  heard. 
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Mar.  My  child  !  That  noise  !  Soldiers  ? 

Sol.  I  told  you  they’d  storm  the  fortress  and  carry  off 
Maria. 


Mar.  And  her  poor  mother — 

Sul.  Oh,  set  your  mind  at  rest,  my  lady,  they’ll  not  carry 
you  olF! 

Tonio,  attended  by  Soldiers,  enters ;  he  tears  contract ,  and 
/V  raises  Maria,  who  recovers . 


Tonio  and  Chorus. 


Regiment’s  pride  and  bles*,.i6, 
ShM  bear  no  wrong  oppressing, 
Nor  suffer  pang  distressing^ 

While. yve  have  pow’r  to/Save ! 

Our  lovely  yi van di^re 
No  tyranny 
Nor  know  a 

W  hile  triumpmfffowns  the  brave. 

No,  pc,  do, 

To  wed  with  our 
No  Duke  shall  dare  as 
Against  her  own  desire  ;  ^ 

Or  vengeance  we  will  have 
Our  charming  Vivandiere, 

Our  daughter  and  our  care, 

From  every  ill  we’ll  spare, 

'While  triumph  crowns  the  brave. 


Mar .  Maria  in  the  arms  of  a  soldier,  in  the  presence  of  the 
duke’s  select  friends,  I  shall  expire  with  shame.  (A  letter  is 
brought  on  by  Spontine.) 

Spo.  A  despatch  for  the  Marchioness  ( putting  his  hand  to 
his  cap.) 

Mar.  For  me?  what  is  it?  (reads)  The  duke  has  heard 
of  Maria  being  a  vivandiere,  and  disclaims  the  match.  Oh, 
grief ! 

Maria  and  Ton.  Oh,  joy  ! 

Guests.  A  vivandiere  !  ( all  rising  scornfully .) 

Sul.  ( proudly )  Well !  a  vivandiere  !  Isn’t  that  the  genteel 
thing ,  Spontine  ? 

Spo.  Its  a  cut  above  them,  I  think.  ( drum  rolls  without. 
The  gentry  hurry  off.) 

Mar.  {in  great  confusion)  My  secret  betrayed  !  what  is  to 
be  done  ? 

Sul.  Face  the  enemy!  marry  your  daughter  to  a  brave 
young  soldier,  who  is  worth  a  whole  army  of  dukes  and  mar¬ 
quesses,  and  who  would  love  her  as  well,  were  she  still  the 
poor  vivandiere,  as  if  she  were  Empress  of  France. 

Mar.  { wiping  away  her  tears)  I  can  resist  no  longer. 
Nature — affection  the  first,  best  nrincinle  of  the  human  heart 
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overcomes  all.  ( To  Maria.)  My  child,  be  happy,  your 
mother  blesses  you.  ( Embracing  her.  Maria  sinking  at  her 
feet.) 

Sul .  Victoria  1  My  Lady  Marchioness  !  hurrah  for  the 
vivandiere  !  And  what  heart,  in  its  right  place,  ( Taking 
Maria’s  hand  and  raising  her  from  her  knees )  can  refuse  to 
wish  success  and  happiness  to  The  Daughter  oe  the 
Regiment 


CHORUS. — Maria  to  Soldiers. 


Oh,  welcome!  oh,  welcome, 

Ye  brave  sons  of  valour ; 

Of  glory;  of  honour; 

Oh,  welcome  once  more  I 
Victoria !  Victoria  ! 

T o  love  a  nd  to  rapture. 
This  he&  t  they  restore. 


W,  S.  John. son,  “  Nassau  Steam  Tress,  <>0,  St  Martin’s  Lan& 


